STUDIES  IN  A  DYING   CULTURE
love with social relations free from the money taint,
open, frank, and equal. Theirs was the openness of the
past, and what appealed to him was a frankness of the
future ; but he did not know this, nor could he, there
in Arabia Deserta He, too, humbly twisted his ideals
to theirs. His openness drew nothing from the future,
bur was crammed into an Arab dress, bloody, bar-
barous, without faith, and merciful only to those whose
bread and salt it has shared. He cramped it into a liberty
shared by a few men, savage and ignorant, disdainful
of the rest of humanity. Here was something not
without good because it was free and human; but
because of its limitations it was unworthy of a bourgeois
hero nourished on Plato and Xenophon. It was still
more unworthy of a hero who had felt in his heart the
emptiness of bourgeoisdom and the call of a new world.
He had desired to be just and friendly and brave and
to hate pomp and ceremony and wealth, and to love
the essence of a man simply as it realised itself in action.
These values, lost to the bourgeois world, and only
partially and primitively realised among the Bedouins,
are the core of communist honour. But he crushed
them into the mould of a desert Arab—he who had
tasted all the philosophy and art of bourgeois Europe.
He slew and plundered and was ruthless and contracted
his aspirations to die narrow hopes of an Arab leader.
Afterwards all this blood or wasted eflfort and vain ten-
sion were to reproach him like a murdered opportunity.
Why was he able to show this gift of the hero, to
master in this limited sphere as well as men the march
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